Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight?
Trode i' the mire out o' sight!
But could I like Montgomeries fight.

Or gab like Boswell)
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tight,

An' tie some hose well.

God bless your Honors, can ye see't,
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet,
An' no get warmly to your feet,

An' gar them hear it,
An' tell them wi* a patriot heat,

Ye winna bear it!

Some o* you nicely ken the laws.
To round the period an' pause.
An' wi' rhetoric clause on clause

To mak harangues;
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's

Auld Scotland's wrangs.

Dempster^ a true blue Scot I'se warran;
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran;*
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron,

The Laird o' Graham jt
An' ane, a chap that's damn'd auldfarrana
Dnndas his name,

Hi shine*

* Sir Adam Ferguson.    E.

f The present Duke of Montrose,